1870]	MR.   FFOULKES'S  DIVE	9
Communion Alms in bedding for the poor people who want it
much this vigorous weather. Called at the castle.
Tuesday; 15 February
Visited Edward Evans in the village. He was ill with cold from
this vicious poisonous E. wind, and sitting before the fire. Finding
they have no blankets but only sheets and a coverlet I gave him an
order on Williams for a pair of blankets and I hope his wife will
fetch them this afternoon. Coming back called on the Lewises at the
Bronith and the old Peninsular veteran. The red round moon
hanging over Clifford Hill. Owls hooting in the dusk across the
dingles and from the height of Cefh Cethin. Volunteer band in Hay
playing across the valley, a review in preparation for a Volunteer
Concert to-night.
Wednesday', 16 February
At Burnt House James Phillips at home, a long legged Radnor-
shire man who said he had never been drunk. Told me how Mr.
Ffoulkes had dived to the bottom of Craig-pwll-du and very
nearly getting entangled in roots and weeds at the bottom, had
declared he would not take England to do it again. Fine mild
afternoon and a strange blue light upon woods and dingles.
Thursday, 17 February
Edward Evans better and .very thankful for wine and a pair of
blankets. Visited Sackville Thomas, Jinny very funny and in good
spirits. Polly saying hymns very fast. Sackville sitting hat on by a
scorching fire and the venomous east wind blowing full in at the
open door. Jinny says 'unhackle' for undress and 'to squeeze your
ears against your head and say nothing' means to be discreetly silent
and cautiously reticent. Market people passing by open door with
shawls and handkerchiefs tied over hats and bonnets. Next to Mrs.
Bowen's Bird's Nest. Then to Lower Cwmbythog. Grand hand-
some Mrs. Evans nursing her baby in the dark ruinous old hovel, a
brave patient woman and practically religious. Gave Mrs. Evans an
order for 2 pairs o£ sheets. Slithering down the steep rocky lane full
of a torrent of ice. How this poisonous E. wind strains and weakens
die eyes.
Sexagesima Sunday, 20 February
Drunk too much port after dinner at Cae Mawr last night and a
splitting headache all today in revenge. Eyes better but not much.

